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I snid Susy Ross, rinsing the dishes
she had just washed.

“Oh, Susy ! eried her brother,

“What in the world do you want to
sell Brown Bess for? her mother nsked,
looking up from the dough she was
knending,

“1 eould go to the aeademy, mother,
for two more terms,” was the answer,
“Then, perhaps 1 could—get the sehool
ot the Corners,™
“Nonsense, SBugy, [ need you to help
me,” her mother said. “Keeping school
is a thanlkless business,”

“1t's money,” sald Susy, “and I do
Iong to help myself, and you, too.
Money will do everything thiat needs to
be done."

“Yes, that's a fact,” spoke up Tom,
“and there's lots wants to be done,
I'd like to elear that five-ncre lot for
potitoes and corn, bnt 1 can't do it.”

“And the house wants shingling,”
her mother said, plaintively, her care-
worn eountenance taking on another
shadow,

“The front door's got a crack nll the
way neross,” Tom spoke up again, “and
there ought to be a fireploee in gran-
ny's room, Then there's the barn: It's
all we can do to keep the hay dry.”

“I know all that,” said Susy. “I know
the house is getting to be o senrecrow,
and the barn is worse, und that's why
I want to be earning. As for the shin-
giles, | should think you could put them
on yourself, Tom; yes, and mend the
roof,"

"Where's the shingles?" Tom asked.,
in his matter-of-fact way, “Where's the
muils?  Where's the hammer? Theold
one s broken past mending. And
where's the money to get them with, 1
should like to know "

“Sure enough,"” said Susy, “unless |
could enrn it. That's why I want to sell
Brown Dess."

“And if you do sell her you won't get

much,” Tom said. *She's so full of
her tricks—the erpziest colt 1 ever
saw."”

“I'm more and more afraid to hive
you ride her,” her mother said. “Dut if
you should sell her, there's the mort-
gage to be paid in October,”

“If 1 sell her,” said Susy, quietly, *'it
will be to finish my education.”

“That's always your ery,” her mother
went on, in plaintive tones: “no matter
what's needed; but 1 &'pose we must
give in. Bad as the roof is, it shelters
us. What would we do without a house
over our heads?”

“I"d sell the cow, too,"” put in Tom.

*And then grandma would just about
starve,” the mother supplemented,

Susy turned away from the table, an-
gry and grieved, but she snid nothing,
only ran upstairs to her own room,

After helping her mother about the
house she donned her sunbonnet and
ran into the barn. Tom was rubbing
down Brown Bess, whose bright, glossy
cont shone like satin.

“Much ns I ean do to take care of
her,™ said Tom. “She wants a regular
groom who would break her of her
nagty little tricks, Bee how she throws
her head up, and look at her eves flash-
ing fire. Are you going to the store?
Mother wants sugar and molasses and
vinegar—and I've got to go in the
fleld.”

“Yes, I'm going,” said Susy, “though
1 dread it, the bill is so large. 111 sell
Brown Bess thot's the first thing 'l
pay."

“I'hat nnd the mortgage,
“Well, 'l gaddle old Dick,”

Susy mounted to the back of the slow
old eart horse with gloomy forebodings,
It was a warm September day. Even
in the midst of her anxiety the beanty
of the ride ta Hillston soothed and de-
lighted her. Every detnil of the way
wis famillar to her, yet when she came
to Silver Ledge falls and saw the white
spray leaping over granite rocks and
daneing nmong tiny islands she stopped
old Diek and st enjoying the seene as
if she had never beheld it before.

“Good morning,” & voice said behind
her.

“Oh, Charlie!” she exclaimed, with n
start, 1 didn’t hear yon coming.”

“No? The fulls are so lond, 1 saw
you nt the bend and followed, Going 1o
town "

“You, Charlie,” she made reply, and
in spite of herself her yoice held a cu-
rious tremor.

“Yoau're worried over something,” he
gald, the keen lover's eyes noting the
shadows.

“you, Charlie, a little—the same ald
trouble. 1 want to set things to rights
—and—it's hard work," she =aid, in a

* said Tom.

low voice.

41 knew it, Why won't you leave all
these matters and come with me? The
house {8 waiting for you—and so am
I. Busy, darling, make np your mind."

He held out his hand, a look of nnut-
torable love making his rugged face
beautiful.

“1f father had only lived," she said,
"But vou know it ig impossible now.
Charlie. 1 can't lenve mother—not yet

and I must finish the course at the
B—— aeademy, and keep school at least
a year before I pet things straightened
ont”

He gave a long, low whistle, then
urged on his horse, but stopped again
till Susy eame up with him.

“You know I'll walt for you, Susy, us
long as you say, but it's vather hard on
me, a8 'm forehanded and ready to
marry. Susy, come, make up your
mind. My house isalargeone. 1'll take
vour mother and granny. Tom ean run
the old farm, and—"

“What! Let you support me and (he
family, too? Never!™ and her eyes
flushed. “T would never permit it."”

“Well, Susy, I've declared my willing-
ness {6 help you, if enly you would let
me.” said Charlie, “but, since you won't,
don't look so sad and worried, my dar-
ling. It's worth serving and saving

for seven years if 1 ean only win you
at last for my wife."

“Oh, Charlie!" she said, brokenly,
“vour love js priceless, Only be po-
tient."

“EH tey, and keep on hoping,™ he said,
and they parted at the store,

The groeer met her with o smile.
Everybody liked Susy, No girl more
geninl than she under ordinary eirenm-
stunees, but  tosday her fnee was
elouded, her manner preoceupied,

“Mr. Lee, I have made up my mind to
sell Brown Bess," she siid, after getting
the things she needed. “Do yon know
anybody that wants a horse "

“Dear me!  Going to sell Brown
Bess! Well, I was thinking of huying
n young horse for my Alice. Isshe safo
for a girl of ten, do you think?" the
grocer asked,

Busy grew pale. She had not antici-
pated o question of that sore, hut she
answered, nfter o moment's indeeision:

“She is fond of taking her own head
sometimes. No, Mr. Loee, if 1 find it hord
to mannge her, she woull never do for
your little girl."

“Ah, I'm sorry for that, Miss Susy,"
said the storekeeper. “But | know n
man who wantg a gpirited horse, What
would you sell her for ™

“I leave that to the purchaser," Susy
mide answer. “Papa paid $75 for her
more than o year ago, and 1 wouldn't
wont to take lesa than that, for | need
the money very much,” she went on,
“and if you will be g0 kind as to take
an interest in the matter—" She
stopped, her eyes wistful.

“Why, of course T will,"” the grocer
responded. “I'll sgend my boy to your
houge with the groceries, nnil he ean
biring the horse baek with him, If any-
thing is done in the way of a sale Il let
you know at once,”

Susy thanked him and went on her
way home, Asshe came in sight of the
house, an old-fashioned, two-story
building, where dilapidation was ren-
dered pieturesque by a profuse growth
of ivy that covered the front porch and
much of the exterior walls, she felt
more comfortable as she thought over
her prospects. In imagination she had
her mother quite reconciled to all her
plans, her school life nssured and all
things golng on swimmingly., For whao
knew but Brown Bess might bring her
$100, she was 8o spirited and handsome?

Worliand home seemed brighter. The
groeer's boy eame for the horse, and
though it was hard parting with 1he
pretty ereature, Susy, in expectation of
results, hore the separation bravely,

"Can't we take a litile of the money
you get to shingle the roof 2" her moth-
er asked as the horse was led awpy

“I hope 50, Susy replied blithely.

“And you still think of golnge
school? Ain't yvou ton ald ™

“T'm not 18 yet,” wns Susy's answer,
“Many girls go to school till they are
20."

“And there's elothes, to think
dresses and bonnets and shoes,”

“Oh, they'll be provided,”™ Susy said,
with o little laugh.

“An' winter's comin’—an’ it’s two or
three miles to the ‘cademy,” her mother
went on, each time throwing a more
pluintive cadence into  her  voice.
“Tom's clothes are terribly patehed,
an’ mother needs flannels. | ain't so
young as [ was once, but I ain’t sayin’
anything about mysell, on'y it's kind
0" hard to spare you,” and the lines in
her mother's weak fuce deepened,

“Mother, 1 wish you could see it as |
do. I must go to the acudemy,” Susy
made reply. “It's the opportunity ol
my life, But I tell you what 1 will do.
I I get §100 for Brown Bess 'l divide
even, Fifty dollars would go a long
wiy, wouldn't it ¥

“Well, yes, §50 would get everything
we necd,” was the reply. “Dut you're
never goin' to get §100, You'll be more
than lucky if you get $50,

“Well, mother,” sald Susy, desperate-
ly, "I 1 only get $0, 'l divide even,
It will be $i0 coming in every month i
L only get the school”

“I don't see's there's any chance of
that,” said her mother, with a woe-be-
gone foce,

Duy after day Susy waited, but no
word came about Brown Bess, Tom de-
clared that he believed there was no
prospect of selling her, but one tday
Charlie Grant drove up to the house, his
face faicly beaming.

“1 thought 1'd bring you the news,"
lie said, as he came in the bright lviog-
roon,

“Have they sold Brown Dess?" Susy
asked, her voice trembling in her ex-
citement to hear.

“Well, yes—that is, if you'll take the
price they offer,” Charlie made nnswer,

“Oh, 1 hope it's a hundred,” said Susy,

“A hundred!™ laughed Charlle, *I4
that what you value her at? Lucky for
you thut T was in at the boargain, That
horse will be worth thousands of dol-
ltrs before long, The man who bought
her traing horses for the race course,
He hus discovered remarkable quali-
ties in Brown Dessg as a trotter, and iy
willing to give you $1,000 for her."

A thousand dollars! Susy stood for
n moment like n statue; then she flew
into the kitehen, where her mother was
making the daily bateh of bread, ex-
eluiming:

YA thousand dollars, mother! we're
rich! Brown Bess is sold for a thou-
sand dollars! Youpwon't have to work
hard' this winter. Tom ean get two
suits of clothes if he wants them, and
buy the five-acre lot. Grandma ean
have ull the fire she needs: the roof
shill be shingled, the mortguge puid
off and—and—"

to

of,

' The

“What am I to have?" Charlie asked,
as she stopped, out of breath, he having
followed her into the kitehen.

She turned round, and, blushing |
heautifully, held out her hands. He
clngped them both and drew her to his
hosom.

“What do you think of this, mother?"
he asked of the glad-hearted woman at |
the bread pan. *“Susy is to be my wife."

“Why, I think 1t's a good deal better
than keeping school,” ghe sald—
Waverly.

FARMER AND PLANTER.
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RENOVATION OF THE SOIL.

The Cow FPea the Chenpent Source of
Nitrogen Avallnble by the
Southern Planter,

For many years the cow pea hus
been used in the south to renovate the
soil by our best furmers, Of course
the story to them is old, but there are
50 many new farmers coming on each
year, and g0 many who have 1o have
“line npon line and precept wpon pre
cept,” that it seems necessary o tell
often of the benefits to be derived
from the cow pea,

Our northern farmers are waking up
to the advantage to be gnined by
plunting this valuable crop though the
seed have to be imported  from the
sauth each year. The pea crop is vals
withle to the farmer in three wiys.

L It is one of the best of  feeds
clither cut as hay, or allowed to mn-
ture and the seeds used for fecd. It
is very rieh in nitrogen and in faet is
rich in all the nutrients, Cut just ot
the proper time and nicely cuved, it
mikes o perfeet foog.

I have seen mules doing harvd plow-
ing kept in splendid condition fed on
nothing but pea vine hny.

The pens ground up into meal make
0 most excellent food for mileh cows
when fed in eonnection  with  other
fecod not so0 concentrated,

To be convineed thut it is one of our
best foeds, one needs but Lo try it.

2, The mechunienl effect of a pea
crop on the soil is very valuable, No
crop loosens up the soil and makes it

s porois and lght as the pea  erop
sowed  broadenst,  There i 0 dense
mut of roots that fill the soil, and

when they rot they lenve the soil o
perfect network of little chaunels or
chinils,

These allow the water to soak in the
s0il freely and serve to deain the soll
by cansing the water to sink down and
puse out through the subsoil, which of
course is the ideal condition for many
refsons,

It not only aids in drainage but in
working the soil the next season.
Every one knows who has worked u
crop after pens that the soil is in the
best possible condition,

3 The chemienl effect
for the succeeding crops
pusked,

Whether to cut the crop, or turn it
under is o fguestion that will have to
be decided by each individual farmer;
and he will of course be governed by
the richness of the soil, what crop he
wishes 1o follow the pens, and by the

the soil
unsur-

on
is

vitlue of hay in  his section, and
nmount of stock on hand.
To illustrate, if the farmer hag no

stock and conld get hut little for the
hay if cut and sold, then it would pay
to turn the erop under, but if he has
stoek that could furnish a home mar
ket for his has, then it wonld pay and
pay well to cut and feed to them. If
the lond is very thin and quite o Jdis-
tonee from the barn it might pay then
to leave the pen crop on thee lund,

My wlvice, however, Is to cut and
fecd if pogsible as we then get o dou-
ble benefit.

If sown for hay they shonld be put
in bropdeast, il for swod theo the bhest
reenlts are obtained  from
thick in dreills about three feet apurt
and cultivating.
acre if broadeast, and one peck If in
drills. As to the value of the pea
ciop from a chemienl standpoint, or
a4 food for the suceeeding erop it can
not be surpassed, That it is one of the
best of nitrogen  githerers e
proven by looking on the roots of a
pood healthy vine, Hundreds of o
bereles will be seen and upon eéxami-
nition by a microscope these will be
found to be the habitation of hun-
dreds of myrinds of colonies of boace
terin who possess the peculine faculty
of taking up free nitrogen and storing
it up as plantfood, This of course is
readily available for the next crop,
matiers not what that next crop may
be

The rest of the plant is very rich in
the three elements usually contalned
in a fertilizer, Nitrogen, phosphorus,
and potash,

It is 8o rich in nitrogen that on
good lonmy soil, thot element is usnal-
¥ left out of the fertilizer that is ap-
lllir'[l to that soil next year, especially
ns it costs more per pound than the
other two eombined,

So where a pea crop hang been turned
under or even where a good pea stub-
ble has been turned under, it will be
economy to simply use a phosphorus
and potash fertilizer.

This formula 1 would suggest abont
1wo |n|rl,l- of phr:s.]ihnl‘llIM 1o two ]Iil'l'f,‘i
of potash, Say 3000 pounds of acid
phosphife and 200 pounds kainit per
nere.

This mixture used on our ordinary
crops after a good pea crop will be
found very benetieinl, Tut in plenty
of phosphorous and  potash and the
previous pea ervop will do the rest,

My favorite varleties nre the Black
or Stock pen, Unknown, Clay, Speckle,
or Whippoorwill.

Try a erop one time and yvou will
continue to grow the best of food and
finest of land venovators.—B. Irby, in
Farm and Ranch.

MACHINERY ON THE FARM.

ROWIOQE

Sow two bushels per

cin

Subatitotlion of Machine
Hand Lahor on the Farm =
Theme for Thought,

for

Just how far we can substitute ma-
l"lill!'!‘y in ]:l-l---' of hand lnbor on the
farm is n guestion of seriotus concern
1o farmers,
ia the hoe, and every tool we use,
et not furm at all without the simnle
mochines. Thix we ull know b
true. The renper is a better machine
to do the sume work the seything sra-
dle has been doing.
{mprovement ujpon the grags-blade,
This is trie of all the list of higher
priced muchinery,

to

The plow is o michine, #o |
We |
L duee.

them, Many of them dn.  They use
the horse or engine dn the plice of the
human muscle,

In considering whether we shinll nsa
any particular machine, we must first
g lisly ourselves that it will do the
work it cluims to do. Then must
consider the cost of doing this work anx
cotmpared with the cost of doing the
sime by humun lnbor or with o cheup-
er machine, Then we musl settle the
question of our skill in using 1t, Very
many excellent require  a
higher degree of skill than the average
firm hand hax, Ience therve is often
dizappointment and loss, the fanlt be-
ing in the laborer, and not in the im-
plement,

After consitdering all those  quess
tions, we are still often puezled to des
cide which to do—use human muscle
angd cheap tools or more muchinery
nndl less muasele,

This gquestion is lnrgely one of econs
omy. Which cun do the work eheapor?
As nogeneral proposition, machinery is
cheaper,  Particularly is trie
where large crops of anyoae kind are
considered.. Mochines do not ent; they
need no clothes or expensive houses,
While not at work they do not cost
auything, Human musele and animal
muscle require to be Kept up by con-
stant food and care, ITmproved nas
chinery does more work, and generals
Iy better work, and aoften l'|1vu1wr
work.

We do not hesitate to use up-to-dute
gine nndd presses,  The cotton-planter
hags almost entively substituted hand-
planting. The oil-mill has become n
necessity,  The traveling thresher and
cleaner are everywhere recognized and
comed,  Little by little machinery
asterts its eliims,  The guestion real-
Iy is not shall we use muchinery? but
how much shall we nse it}

This is the nge of improved machine
ery. Inventive genius is aetive and
constantly offering new implements,

The upetosdute farmer must use up-
fo-dute tools. The extensive use of
hay presges would revolutionize south-
ern farming. The horse-ruke and
mower ean hirdly be done without,

Munufactuvers, rollroad  men and
every other branch of industry keep
right up with every new improvement
in their respective lines,

Farmers must do the snme,

The successful use of Improved Im-
].Il-nn'"tw reqiires a IIiL['ll‘i‘ order of
mtelligence than the avernpge farm la-

we

e hines

this

Wi

borer hns.

B0 wherever we look w efind the
former mnecds more education. He
necds to know something of many
things, and much of one “hing, Ye
needs e el edueation about farming,
The schools shoukl give him  the
pronpd-work nmd the colleges ihe

training, We need educated
the furms all over the south.
We shonld see that the coming genar-
ation are better prepared than the
present.,

Az those now runniog the farms can
not go to =chool, the bhest 'Illl'_\' can do
is to learn by reading and by co-op-
erative organizations,

Formers' institutes should
ganlzed In every community,

By reading a southern farm journal
of high order you can keep up with
the rapid improvements in  agricul-
tural lines of all sorts. We say south-
ern journgl beepuse you need o home
pupers Much that is good in northern
publications for that section is not ot
ull sulted 1o southern farins,

We should try to find out what will
help ug to make our farms pay better.
Experience compnred with experience
i« very helpful in this matter, Get to.
gether in the institutes and compare
pluns and diseuss methods, Find ont
the best and pursue these.

higher
mer: on

be or-

In every community there are some
gsful men.  Almost every man
suceeeds in some one thing, Palking
over these things together will be o
good sehooling.

When the seasons arve &0 different
from the ordinney, we need to think
and to study and to change our plians
to suit the chnnged conditions. Where
we have been plowing deep, we must
now plow very shallow.  Instead of the
fwo-horse plow and subsoiler, we need
pow use the harrow.  Light, swift cul-
tivation will he in order this spriog,
Repeated havrowings will hasten the
growth of the erops which have stort-
ed 5o Inte and need to be pushed for-
ward.—Southern Cultivator.
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HERE AND THERE.

—(tive the cow plenty of time to
drink. It takes her o long time to get
al It sometlmes,

According to one investigulor w
cow'd milk Is about one-geventh richer
at the close of o period of lsctution
than at the beginning.

Sitting hens should be freed from
all vermin before hutehing, so that
the chicks may he properly barn and
have a fale sturt in the vace for life,

—Although it hus been studied a
great many years by our greatest
sclentisgts, it ik not definitely known
how milk s formed in the udder.

—The feeding of cottonseed meal
tends to horden the fat in milk apd
consequently makes n harder butter
than would be made if linseed meal
were Ted,

A bird may score one hundred in
the show pen, which is perfection, und
Be o practicnl  fallure in business,
which menns that form, feathey, comb,
eorlobe and wattle may all be perfect,
andl yet the bird be a failure as a pro-
ducer,

There is more differonce hetween
individuals the samée breed than
there iu between different breeds of
cows In the quality of milk they pro-
Evening milk is usually richer

ol

| than morning milk,

The mower is un |

Fanrmers ¢an not be 1o careful wa
to seed they plant, not only as to o
riety and quality, but ds to the free
dom from infectious disease. Many of
our most troublesome Tunguy disenses
of plunts may be. and offen are, Te

All machines do what Is claimed for | produced from infected secds,

RECALLS THE PAST.

Dr. Talmage's Sermoa Is Largely
Reminiscent.

Drasws lielpfal Lessons from the K-
perlences nnd Vielssitudes of
Life=Memories of
Mome,

Copyright, 1800, by Louls Klopsch., Wash-
ington, May 7.

This germon of Dr. Talmage ealls the
roll of many stirring memories and in-
terprets the meaning of life's vicissi-
tudes, The text is Psalmg xxxix, 3@
“While T was musing the fire burned,"
Tere is Dovid, the psalmist, with the
forefinger of his right hand against his
temple and the door shut against the
world, engaged in contemplution. And
it would be well for us to take the snme
posture often while we sit down in

sweel solitnde to contemplate.

In o smnll island off the const of Nova
Seotin 1 onee passed a Sabbath in de-
Hghiful solitude, for 1 had resolved that
I waould have one day of entire quiet be-
fore 1 entered upon autumnnl work. |1
thought to have spent the day in laying
out plans for Christian work, but in-
stead of that it became o day of tender
reminiscence. I reviewed my pnstorate;
1 shook hands with an old departed
friend, whom I shall greet again when
the eurtains of life arelifted. Thedays
of my boyhood eame back, and 1 was
ten yenrs of age, and 1 was eight, and 1
was flve. There was but one houge on
the island, and yet from Sabbath day-
break, when the bird chant woke me,
until the evening melted into the bay
of Fundy, from shore to shore there
were ten thousand memories, and the
groves were n-hum with voices that had
long ago ceased,

Youth is apt too much to spend allits
time in looking forward. Old age isapt
too much to spend all ite time in look-
ing backward, Peoplein midlife and on
the apex look both ways. It would be
well for us, 1 think, however, to spend
more time in reminiscence, Dy the con-
stitution of our nature we spend most
of the time looking forward. And the
vast mojority of people live not so much
in the present as in the future, 1 find
thut you mean to make a reputation,
you mean to establish yourself, and the
advantages that you expect to achieve
absorb a great denl of your time. Tut
I see no harm in this, if it does not make
you discontented with the present or
disqualify you for existing duties. It
is a useful thing sometimes to look
back and o see Lhe denpera we linve es
caped and to see the sorrows we have
sufTered and the trials and wanderings
of our earthly pllgrimage and fo sum
up our enjoyments, I menn, g0 far ns
God may help me, to stir up your mems-
ory of the past, so thatin the review you
may be encouraged and humbled and
urged to pray.

There is o chapel in Florence with a
freseo by Guido, It was covered up with
twa inches of stuceo uptil our American
and Furopean artists went there, and
after long toll removed the covering and
refraced the freseo. And I am nware
that the memory of the past, with many
of you, is all covered up with oblitera-
tions, and I now propose, so far as the
Lord may help me, fo take away the
covering, that the old picture may shine
out again. I want to bind in one gheat
all your past advantages, and | want 1o
bind in another sheaf all your past ad-
versities. It is a precious harvest, and
1 must be cauntious Row I swing the
soythe,

Among the greatest advantages of
your past life were an early home and
its surroundings. The bad men of the
day, for the most pa rt, dip their heated
pussions out of the boiling spring of
an uphappy home. We are not sur-
prised to find that Byron's heart was a
concentration of gin when we hear his
mother was abandoned and that she
made sport of his infirmity and often
enlled him “the lame brat.,” He who
has vicious parents has to fight every
incl of his way if he would maintain
his integrity and at last reach the home
of the good in Heaven. Derhaps your
enrly home was in ncity. It may have
heen when Penngyleanin avenue, Wash-
ington, was residentinl, as now it is
commercial, and Canal street, New
York, was far up town. That old house
in the city may have been demolished
or changed into stores, and it seemed
like sacrilege to vou, for there wns
more meaning in that small house than
there i8 in o granife mansion or a tur-
reted enthedral, Looking back, you see
it ns though it were yesterday—the
sitting-room, where the loved one sat
by the plain lamyp light, the mother
ut the evening stand, the brothers and
sisters, perhaps long ago gathered into
the skies, then plotting mischief on
the floor or under the table, your fa-
ther with a firm voice commanding a
silence that lasted balf a minute,

Oh, those were good days! If you
had your foot hurt, your mother al-
wauys hind a soothing salve to heal it.
1f vou were wronged in the street, your
father was nlways ready to protect
you, The yvear was one round of frolic
and mirth. Your greatest trouble was
an April shower, more sunshine than
shower, The heart had not been ran-
sncked by tronble, nor had sickness
broken it, and no lamb had a warmer
sheepfold than the home in which your
childhood nestled.

IPerhaps you were brought upin the
country. You stand now to-day in mem-
ory under the old tree. You elubbed it
for fruit that was not quite ripe, be-
ciause youcouldn't wait any longer. You
hear the brook rumbling along over
the pebbles. You step again into the
furrow where yvour father in his ghirt
slecves shouted to the Jazy oxen, You
frighten the swallows from the raft-
ers of the barn and take just one egg
and silence your consclence by saying
they will not miss it, Youtakeadrink
again out of the very bucket that the
old well fetched up. You go for the
cows at night and find them pushing
\beir heads through the bars. Ofttimes

I the dusty and busy streets you wish
yon were home again on the cool grass
or the vag carpeted hall of the frm:
house, through which there cime the
brenth of new mown hiy or the bies
som of buekwheat,

You may have in your windows now
beantiful plants amd Howers brought
from across the seas, bul not one of
them gtivs in your soul so much charm
and memory as the old ivy and the yel-
low sunflower that stood sentinel nlong
the gavden walk nnd the forget-me-nots
pliying hide and seek mid the long

grass, The father who used to ¢ome
in sunbwrned from the fiekl and sit
down on the doorsill and wipe the

sweat from his brow may have gone fo
his everlasting rest. The mother who
used to sit at the door alittle bent over,
onp und spectacles on, her face mellow-
ing with the vicissitudes of many yvears,
muy have put down her gray head on
the pillow in the valley, but forget that
home you never will, Have you thanked
God for it? Have you rehearsed all
these blessed reminiscences? Oh, thank
God for n Christinn father! Thank God
for a Christinn mother! Thank God for
an early Christion altar at which you
were tnught to kneel! Thank God for
un eprly Christian home!

1 bring to mind another passage in
the history of your life, The day came
when you set up your own honseliold,
The days passed along in quiet bless-
edness.  You twain sat at the table
morning and night and talked over
vour plans for the future, The most
insignificant nffairs in your life became
the subject of mutual consultation and
advigement. You were so happy yon
felt you never could be any happier,
One day a dork cloud hovered over your
dwelling, and it got darlker and darker,
but out of that eloud the shining mes-
sanger of God descended to incarnate
an immortal gpirit.  Two little feet
started on an eternal journey, and you
were fo lead them, n gem fo flash in
Heaven's coronet, and you to polish it.
Eternal ages of light and darkness
watching the starting out of a newly
ereated erenture. You rejoieed and you
trembled at the responsibility that in
yYour possession an immortal treasure
wis placed. You prayved and rejoiced
and wept and wondered. Youn were car-
nest in your supplication that you
might Tead it through life inte the
kingdom of (lod. There was a tremor
in your earncstness.  There was a
double interest about that home, There
was an additional interest why yon
should stay there and be fuithful, and
when in a few months your house was
filled with the music of vour child’s
Inughter you were struek throngh with
the foet that yon had & stupendous mis-
xion.

Hove you kept that vow? Have yvon
neglected any of these duties? Is vour
home as mueh to you as it used to he?
Have those anticipations been prat-
ificd?  God help you in your solemn
reminiseence, and let Ilis merey fall
upon your soul, if your Kindness has
been ill requited, God have merey on
the parent on the wrinkles of whose
face is writlen the story of a child's
sin, God have merey on the mother
who, in addition 1o her other pangs,
has the pang of n ehild's inignity, Oh,
there are many, many sad sounds in this
sid world, but the saddest sound tha
is ever heard is the breaking of a moth-
er's heart!

I find another point in your life his-
tory. You found oune day you were
in the wrong road; you could not sleep
ot night; there was just one word that
seemaod 1o sob through your banking
house or throngh your office or your
shop or your bedroom, and that word
was “eternity.”  You said:  “I'm not
ready for it. Oh, God have merey ! The
Lord heard, DPence came to your henrt.,
In the breath of the hill and in the
waterfall's dash you heard the voice
of God's love; the elouds and the trees
hailed you with gladoess; you eame
into the house of God. You remember
how your hand trembled as you took up
the cup of the communion, You remem-
ber the old minister who gconseerated i,
and you remember the church oflicials
who earried it through the aisle; vou
remember the old people who at the
close of the service took your hand in
theirs in congratulating sympathy, ns
much as 1o say: “Welcome home, von
lost prodigal,” and, though those hands
be all withered away, that communion
Babbath js resurrected to-day. It is
resurrected with all its prayers and
songs and tears and sermons and truns-
figuration. Mave you kept those vows?
Have you been a backslider? God help
you. This day kncel at the foot of
merey and start again for Heaven.
Start now as you started then. I rouse
Your soul hy that reminiscence,

But I must not spend any more of
my time in going over the advantnges
of your life. 1 just put them in one
great sheaf, and 1 call them up in your
memory with one loud harvest song,
such as the reapers sing. Prafse the
Lord, ye blood bonght immortals on
earth!  Praise the Lord, ye crowned
spirits of Heaven!

But some of you have not always had
4 smooth life. Some of you are now in
the shadow. Others had their troubles
years ago, You are a mere wreck of
what you once were, I must guther up
the sorrows of your pust life, But how
shall T do it? You say that is impossi-
ble, as you have had so many troubles
and adversities, Then I will just take

two—the first trouble and the last
trouble, As when you are walking
ilong the street and there has heen

music in the distanee you uneonscions
ly find yourselves keeping step to the
mutke, so, when you started life, vour
very life wax n musical time bfat. The
air was full of joy and hilarity, With
the bright elear oar you made the bont
gkip. You went on, and life grew
brighter, until after awhile suddenlyv a
voice from Heaven said: “Halt!" and
quick as the sunshine you halted, you

grew pale, you confronted your first |

sorrovr. You bad no iden that the flush
on your child's cheek was ap unhealthy
flush. You said it cannot be anything
serious, Death in slippered feet walked
found about (he eradle, You did not

hear the trend., Dut after nwhile the
truth finshed on you. You walked the
floor, O, il you coull, with your
strong, stout hand, hove wrenched that
child from the destroyer! You went
to your riom; and you safd: “God, saye
my child! Thoe
world seemed going out in darkness
You snid: *1ean’t bear it 1 can't bear
it"™ You felt as if you conld not put
the long lashes over the bright =yes,
never to see them again sparkle. M
v conld have taken that little or e in
your arms and with it leaped the grave,
how gladly you would hove done it} 1
vou vould let your property go, your
honses go, vour lamd and yYour store-
house go, how gladly yon wonld havenl:
lowed them to depart if you could only
hase Kept that one treasure!

et one day there eame up & chill
blast that swept throngh the bedroom,
and instantly all the lights went ont,
and there was darkness—thick, murky,
impencteable, shuddering  darkness
Iut God did not leave you there, Merey
spoke. As you took up the bitter eng
to put it to your lips God said: "Let it
pass,’' and forthwith, as by the hand of
ungoels, another cup was put into your
hands, 1t was the eup of God's con:
solation. And as youn have sometimes
lifted the head of a wounded goldier and
poured wine into his lips, so God puts
His left arm under your head and with
Ilis right hand He pours into your lips
the wine of Ilis comfort and His con:
solation, and you looked at the empty
cradle and looked at your broken heart,
and you looked nt the Lord's chustise
ment, and you said: “Even so, Father,
for so it seemeth good in Thy sight.”

Ah, it was your first trouble, lHow did
you get over it? God comforted you
You have been o better man ever sinee
You have been a better woman ever
since. In the jor of the closing gute of
the sepulcher you heard the clanging of
the opening gate of Heaven, and you
felt an irresistible drawing lHeaven:
ward. You liave been spiritunlly better
ever since that night when the little one
for the last time put its arms around
your neck and said: “Good night, papa;
good night;, mamma, Meet me |
Henven,"

Dut I must come to your latest sor
row. What was it? Perhaps it was
sickness, The child’s tread on the stair
or the tick of the wateh on the stand
digturbed you. Through the long
wenry duys you counted the figarer In
the earpet or the flowers in the wall pi
per.  Oh, the weariness of exhoustion!
Oh, the burning pangs! Would God it
were morning, would God it were night,
wns your frequent cry. But you are
botter, or perhaps even well. Have you
thanked God that to-<day vou cin come
out in the fresh nir; that you are in
your pluce to hear God's nome and to
sing God's praise and to implore God's
help and to nsk God's forgiveness!
Bless the Lord who healeth all our dis
enses nnd redeemeth our lives from de
struetion,

Perhinps your last sorrow wasa finan
Al embarrassment., I congratulite
some of you on your luerative profes-
slon or occupation, on ornante apparel,
on a commodious residence—every-
thing you put your hands on seems e
furn to gold. But there are others ol
vou who are like the ship on which
I'aul sniled where two wcus met, and
you are broken by the violenee of the
Iy an unadvised indorsement
or by a conjunction of unforcseen
ovents, or by fire or storm, or a sense-
less panie, you have been flang hend-
long, and where you once dispensed
great charities you now have hard
work to win your daily bread. Have
you forgotten to thank God for your
fays of prosperity and that through
your trinls some of you have made in-
vestments which will continne after the
Ingt bank of this world hag exploded
oned the silver and gold are molten In
the fires of o burning world? Have you,
umid all your losses und diseourage
ments, forgot that there was hread on
vour table this morning and that there
shall be a shelter for your head from
the storm, and there is air for your
lungs and blood for your heart and
light for your eve and a glad and glo-
rious and triumphant religion for your
sonl?

Perhaps your last trouble was a bhe-
renvement, That heart whicl in ehild-
hond was your refuge, the parental
heart, and which has been n gouree of
the quickest sympathy ever gince, has
siddenly become silent forever. And
now sometimes, whenever in sudden an-
noyance and without deliberation you
say: "I will go and tell mother," the
thought flashes on you: *I hove no
mother." Or the father, with voice less
fender, but with heart as loving, wateh-
ful of all your ways, exuliant over
your guccess without saying much, al-
though the old people do talk it over
by themselves, his trembling hand on
that stoff which yon now keep as a
family relie, his memory embalmed in
grateful hearts—is taken away for
ever.  Or there was your companion in
life, sharer of your joys and sorrows,
tauken, leaving the heart an old ruin,
where the ill winds blow over a wild wil-
derness of desolation, the gands of the
desert driving ncross the place which
onee bloomed like the garden of God,
And Abraham mourns for Barah at the
cnve of Machpelah. As you were mov:
ing along your path in life, suddenly,
right before you, wos an open grave,
Peaple looked down, and they saw it
was only a few feet deep and a few feet
wide, but to you it wus a cavern, down
which went all your hopes and all your
expeetations, Liut cheer up, in  the
name of the Lord Jesus Christ, the Com-
forter. He is not going to forenke vou,
Did the Lord take (hat child out of
your arms? Why, He is going 1o shel:
ter it better than you could. e is
going to array it in a white robe and
palm branch and have it all ready 10
greet you at your coming ivme, Blessed
the broken beart that Jesus heals!
Dlessed the importunate ory that Jesus
compassionates! ? Blessed the weeping
eye from which the soft hand of Jesus
wipes away the tear!

A fast man easily rung through his money
~L. & W. Bulletis.

God, snve my ehildi™

WIVOSH,




